1             SELF-SELECTED    ESSAYS

Thus it was not long before I began to see the world
as long-voyage sailors must always have seen it.  In
spite of the blue expanses on the map, I had always
thought of the sea as a kind of happy accident, a bright
novelty that made its appearance here and there so
that landsmen might enjoy their holidays. Now I saw
that the maps had told even less than the truth, that
the world was indeed a waste of tumbling waters in
which it was the land that was the happy accident
By observing narrowly the sun and stars, poring over
charts and cunningly turning a wheel, you might, with
luck, arrive where some solid stuff peeped out of the
water and grew trees and grass and even streets and
houses. We flatter ourselves, we men and apes and
beetles, that the world belongs to us; but in truth it
belongs to the fishes who can go round and round the
globe with never a break in the rhythmical play of
their fins and tails. We are mere interlopers. Look in
at the nearest fishmonger's and you will observe in
the round eyes of the dead creatures there a look of
pained surprise, of wounded dignity.   Now,  I  can
understand that look, for the fish, well aware of the
fact that the world was made for him and his, kind,
suddenly finds himself the prey of an insolent upstart
with feet and lungs, who has only a fraction of the
earth's surface on which to live.  An alderman kid-
napped by a turtle could not be more surprised or feel
more wounded in his dignity.

It is true that the ship itself was in a sense nothing
but a floating bit of land, on which we could lead a life